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author's note




This story contains explicit content and is intended for adults only. All characters depicted are over the age of 18 and not related by blood. All sex is consensual. 



The following is the true story of how I bedded my friend’s wife.  I have changed the names, locations, and other details to preserve their anonymity. Otherwise, every word is true to the best of my recollection.  No artistic license.  No embellishments. 










The True Adventures of Bob & Cat

Part I - The Resort

I first met Bob when we were working at the same beach resort.  He was a bit older than I was, but just then starting college. I had recently graduated. He had apparently spent his early twenties partying in another beach town further south.  Bob was a friendly sort.  He was new in town and eager to make friends.  Almost immediately, he started bragging about his wife, Cat, and how beautiful she was.  A few months into Bob and I working together, Cat came by the resort.  Bob proudly introduced me.  If I’m being honest, I didn’t really find Cat that attractive at first. She was unquestionably a pretty girl.  Average height, cute face, long blond hair.  She was the perfect balance of being voluptuous without being overweight.  By all accounts, a dream girl by most guys’ standards.  For me, though, I was generally more attracted to petite brunettes for whatever reason.  Voluptuous blondes just didn’t particularly do it for me. 

Over the next few years, I became more friendly with Bob and Cat.  I frequented a bar along with several coworkers convenient to the resort most nights after work.  Bob and Cat, both quite busy working and in school, would join when they could.  Through them, I also became friendly with another guy that worked at the resort named Dave.  Dave lived about an hour north and went to college about another thirty miles north of that. I was never clear on the reasons why he drove so far south for a crap job.  Dave was like me, though.  He drank.  A lot.  We were usually the last ones to leave the bar.  And even then, we didn’t usually go home.  “Want to go see some naked pussy?” one of us would inevitably ask.  Who wouldn’t say yes to that?  We’d hang out at an all-hours strip club for a while and then Dave would crash at my place, so he didn’t have to drive all the way back home. 

Eventually Dave was slated to graduate with a two-year degree.  Bob, Cat, and I made the drive north to attend his graduation ceremony.  My little import got the best gas mileage, so I agreed to drive.  I’m a bit of a control freak and hate being a passenger anyway.  The drive up was uneventful.  Bob and I wore khakis.  Cat wore a yellow sundress that came up about six inches above the knee.  It had spaghetti straps and while still tasteful, showed off her ample cleavage.  The ceremony was as boring as expected.  Afterwards, we congratulated our friend.  Dave was committed to go back home for lunch with his family, however, so we parted ways and got back in the car for the ride home. 

Most of the road back home was a two-lane highway with long stretches between little towns.  Once we were on our way, Bob steered the conversation to his favorite topic.

“Doesn’t Cat look great today?” he prompted.

“Gorgeous,” I replied.  Cat was sitting in the front passenger seat. Bob was directly behind me in back.

“Her tits look amazing.”  Bob had bragged often and in detail to me about his wife, but never in front of her before. 

“They do indeed,” I agreed, feeling a little uncomfortable. 

“Give him a peek, Cat.”  At Bob’s direction, Cat lowered one of the straps of her dress and pulled one side of her dress down, exposing her breast.  There was no question that she had the kind of breasts most men dream of getting their hands on.  Even though breasts weren’t the highest on the list of my favorite female attributes, I had to admit that Cat had some nice ones. She grinned devilishly at me as she lowered her head to tongue her large, pink nipple. 

Bob took it further. “Do you mind if Cat and I have some fun?”

I’m a shy guy by nature and this was the first time I had experienced anything like this. Believe it or not, I was too nervous in the moment to be really turned on.  But I was also smart enough to know that stuff like this doesn’t happen every day, so I agreed.

Cat lowered the passenger seat all the way back and turned on her side to face her husband.

“Is it okay with you if she sucks my cock?” Bob asked.  Although I couldn’t see because he was directly behind me, I could tell by Bob’s arm moving in the rearview mirror that he already had is cock out and was stroking it. 

“I’m not gonna stop you,” I nervously replied.  I watched in the mirror as Cat’s head disappeared behind my seat.  Bob leaned his head back and Cat’s body began moving next to me in sync with her head bobbing up and down on his cock.  I couldn’t actually see her sucking his cock, but I desperately wanted to.  I angled the rearview mirror so I could get a better look.  It was challenging to get a good view in a small mirror with the road rushing up in front of me.  I reminded myself that priority number one was to not crash my car. 

I managed to get brief glimpses of the action.  Bob, unsurprisingly for a man of six-foot-three, had a sizeable cock best I could tell. It was mostly an auditory experience for me. Cat tended to him dutifully - licking, slurping, stroking, and sucking.  I forgot how long they had been together, but it was certainly long enough for her to master his cock.  Before long, Bob’s head craned back, and he let out a long moan. 

I narrowly avoided running off the road as Bob finished in his Cat’s mouth.  The fright of nearly crashing forced me to refocus my efforts on driving.  Cat raised her seat back up and looked to me with a smile, wiping her lips with her little finger and then licking it clean as though she was cleaning up some stray ice cream, again with a devilish grin. 

Before the car had a chance to become awkwardly quiet, Bob said, and I remember his exact words, “So…would you like me to drive for a while?”

I can’t recall exactly what I said, but somehow, I stumbled my way through explaining that I was a little taken aback and needed some time.  Maybe something about a raincheck?  I don’t know, but I think I managed to not hurt anyone’s feelings.  At least I hope I did. I know this isn’t how these stories are supposed to go.  I know it sounds insane. I’m just telling you what happened. I never said I was proud of it.

We made it back home and returned to our respective homes.  Once I got home and had a few beers, I was able to relax and process what had just happened.  I don’t know what Bob and Cat did that evening, but I jerked my cock for all it was worth.  Several times.

Several weeks passed with no mention of the events in question.  I had masturbated countless times, replaying that trip in my mind and imagining what would have happened if I had pulled over and let Bob drive.  With the lack of any further flirtations, I thought I had blown my chance – no pun intended.  Bob had graduated from college with a bachelor’s degree a few weeks after Dave and was headed out of town for graduate school in a few weeks.  And that would be that.  Or so I thought.

Just before Bob’s departure for graduate school, he and Cat showed up at the bar after work with Dave in tow.  Dave’s nose was bandaged, and he had a black eye.  The four of us got a table away from the crowd as was our custom. 

“Damn, what does the other guy look like?” I quipped at Dave.

“Ask her,” he replied, gesturing at Cat.

Cat feigned embarrassment to conceal her pride.  Bob let me in on what happened.  “Cat was riding Dave’s face.  She got so into it, she broke his fucking nose.  Blood was everywhere.  It was gnarly.” 

“No shit?” I was somehow surprised again, despite my own adventure with Bob and Cat in the car. 

“I guess the cat’s out of the bag, so to speak,” Bob stated the obvious.  “If anybody asks, tell them he slipped in the shower.”

So now I knew that Dave was fucking Cat.  It wasn’t clear to me whether or not Bob was actually in the room at the time or if he was just passing along what Cat told him about how Dave’s nose got broken.  I didn’t ask questions.  I know it sounds strange, but I didn’t want to be rude.  I didn’t know what the rules were with these things. 

We carried on with the night without further mention of Dave’s nose or the events surrounding its injury.  That is, until I was getting ready to leave.  Normally I would have stayed a good bit later, but I had an unusually early workday ahead.  Cat had gone to the restroom and Dave was getting a refill at the bar, leaving Bob and I alone.

“Listen,” Bob said.  “While I’m gone, I want you to take care of Cat for me.”

“Sure,” I replied.  Again, I know I sound obtuse, but it took a few seconds to occur to me what he meant by that.  I must have looked confused while realizing what he meant.  “I didn’t realize she was staying in town.” 

“She still has another year.”  I should have known that, but I think my brainpan was too full of booze, work, and wrapping my head around the that fact my friend was sharing his beautiful wife.  After bidding Dave and Cat adieu upon their respective returns, I headed home trying to get it through my psyche that my friend just asked me to fuck his wife while he was out of town at grad school.

At that point, I hadn’t had sex in months and months.  I was still weirded out by the idea of being a part of something that I thought people only wrote fake stories about for magazines.  But I found myself masturbating at least twice a day, even a few times at work, thinking about Dave and Cat having sex.  Some of the fantasies I was in, some I was just a fly on the wall.   By the time Bob left town, I was becoming more accustomed to and more obsessed with the idea of joining in on their games.

A few weeks after Bob started graduate school, I found myself at the bar with Cat and Dave for the first time.  Dave and I got drunk as usual.  Cat wasn’t far behind.  We were still going strong when the bartender announced last call.  Normally at this point, Dave and I would head to a strip club.  But I worked up the nerve to take a leap and suggested that we continue the party at my apartment.  I knew exactly what that meant.  Even with the booze in me, I was still pretty nervous.  I gave them the key to my place and told them I’d pick up some booze first and then meet them at home.  They agreed and we walked out the door to our respective cars.  I went by the store as promised, but I took my time.  My hope was that Dave, who I was guessing was already pretty deep into this scenario, would get things started with Cat in my absence. 

I turned the knob to my unlocked apartment door, holding my breath with anticipation as I walked into the living room.  There was no one there.  My apartment was small, and I could see the living room and kitchen from where I was standing.  Either they weren’t there, or they were in the only other room in the place.   I put the booze on the kitchen table and walked to the bedroom door.  Again, holding my breath in anticipation, I turned the knob.

Cat was laying horizontally on my bed, naked from the waste up.  Dave was lying next to her on the far side from me, sucking on her breast. 

“Hey, there he is!” Dave gleefully announced. “We saved one for you!”  He gestured to Cat’s other breast.

I made my way to the bed.  As I moved to lay down next to her, Cat leaned up and kissed me passionately as though she had been craving my lips on hers for a long time.  It caught me off guard. I was a very good-looking guy, and I knew intellectually that a lot of women were attracted to me, but deep-seated insecurities from childhood kept me from really internalizing that. Even though I was oblivious at the time, I think Cat had been lusting after me for a while. As I made out with Cat, Dave’s head was nudging my elbow as he enjoyed Cat’s tits.  I made my way down to take her unoccupied nipple in my mouth.  Cat moaned and leaned her head back as she laced her fingers into our hair.  It didn’t occur to me at the time, again likely due to my insecurities, but Dave and I were both good looking, fit, young men.  From Cat’s perspective, she must have been in heaven. 

The three of us made our way up to the head of the bed.  Cat took turns kissing Dave and I.  While one of us was making out with her, the other was fondling and sucking her breasts.  Then something unexpected happened.  Dave got up and started to leave the room.

“Where are you going?” Cat asked him as he stood in the doorway.

I think Dave must have picked up on my nervousness and interpreted it as me not being ready to fool around with another guy in the room.  “I think I need to give you two a little time alone,” he said.

What Dave didn’t understand was that the prospect of him leaving freaked me out even more.  I knew that this wasn’t his first experience with Cat and I was counting on him to lead the way.  I didn’t know what the rules were, if there even were any, or who made them. I was the rookie here, going pro for the first time. I didn’t know if I was supposed to be alone with Cat or if this was supposed to be some kind of threesome only thing. I had no idea. I was about to freak out.

“Don’t go,” Cat implored.

“I don’t know that he’s ready,” Dave replied.

I had to do something.  While Cat continued debating the matter with Dave, in an act of desperation, I jumped off the cliff and took my cock out.  Cat didn’t see it at first because she was sitting up facing Dave. But Dave saw it.

“I think he has something for you,” Dave gestured to my hard cock standing at attention.  Cat turned her head and looked down.  Without missing a beat, she dropped her head and took my cock in her mouth. 

It seemed like it at been forever since I’d had my cock sucked.  “Oh fuck!” I moaned at the incredible sensation of having this beautiful woman blowing me.  I motioned for Dave to come back and join the fun.  I gathered Cat’s long blond hair in my hands so I could get a better view of my dick going in and out of her mouth.  Dave ambled onto the other side of the bed, so that Cat was between us.  Once he was situated, he took his cock out as well.  He was already hard and started stroking himself.  Cat reached over and took over stroking his cock as she continued sucking mine.  Then she swapped us out and started sucking him off while she stroked me.

I didn’t know until that moment just how much of a turn on it is to watch a woman suck another man’s cock live and in person.  I never managed to get a good look when Cat was sucking off Bob in my car.  Plus, I was stone cold sober then and in shock.  This time, I had an unobstructed view of my friend’s wife taking yet another man’s cock in her mouth.  It didn’t hurt that Dave’s cock was a bit bigger than mine. It was hot as hell watching her.  I was enjoying it so much that I was almost disappointed when my turn came back around. 

This time, while Cat was busy with my dick in her mouth, Dave moved behind her and began pulling her pants and underwear off.  She eagerly assisted until she was naked.  Dave buried his head between her legs.  Cat took my cock out of her mouth and held it against her face as she moaned. That moment is forever burned into my memory. It took her a few moments to regain her senses before getting back to work on my dick.  It didn’t take long for her to come.  It was a huge turn on watching Cat orgasm from another man while her mouth vibrated on my dick from her moans. 

Cat turned her head to look at Dave behind her.  “Fuck me,” she ordered.  Dave quickly obliged, lining up on his knees behind her.  He entered her with one firm thrust.  “Fuck!” Cat grunted and lurched forward to my chest as he did.  She angled her head up to my face, wanting to be kissed.  I obliged.  We kissed deeply as Dave fucked her hard from behind.

Take a moment, please, and consider this. Think about what it must have been like, how surreal it was to, for the first time, watch a woman go down on you while another man is fucking her from behind. What a feeling. Carrying on…

As their pace quickened and I sensed Cat was nearing orgasm again, I whispered in her ear, “I want you to come again with my cock in your mouth.” That really seemed to turn her on.

“Oh, fuck!” she grunted and buried her head back in my crotch.  “Fuck me! Fuck me harder!” she demanded of Dave.  He obliged and fucked Cat as hard as he could manage.  She could only manage to hold my dick in her mouth and moan as she was getting pounded.  Just as I wanted, Cat came once again with my hard cock in her mouth. 

Despite just absolutely pounding Cat, Dave had not come yet.  Winded, he eased his cock out of Cat and laid back down.

Cat looked up at me.  “Your turn.”  She straddled me and eased herself down on my cock.  My dick hadn’t felt the inside of a pussy for over a year. Anytime in my life I’ve experienced that in my life, it forced me to wonder why people do anything else besides fuck. Dave watched and jerked himself as Cat rode my cock.  I alternated holding her by her hips and playing with her tits.  She leaned down so I could take one in my mouth as we thrust into each other.  As our pace quickened, Cat straightened back up and began grinding herself back and forth on my cock, pushing her clit hard into me.  She closed her eyes and used me to come again, oblivious to her surroundings.  “Yes! Yes! Yes!” she exclaimed loudly.  I’m sure my neighbors heard her coming.  Cat collapsed on the bed between me and Dave. 

As we laid there, Dave and I still stroking our hard-ons, Cat realized that neither of us had come yet.  “Oh my God!  You guys haven’t come yet!” she giggled. “I’ve come like four times already. I feel bad.”

“It’s fine,” I said.  “We’re not complaining.” 

“I want you guys to come.  You can come anywhere you want.  Do anything you want to me.”  Cat had that same devilish grin on her face that I’d seen in my car.

Hearing those words, Dave ordered Cat back up on her hands and knees.  Again, he moved behind her.  Cat rested her head on my thigh, looking up at me and watching me stroke my cock.  She started moaning as Dave pleasured her with his hands.  I thought he was getting her warmed back up to fuck her again when Cat looked at me and panted, “He’s got his fingers in my ass!”

I squeezed the head of my cock and moaned at her revelation.  Cat crawled herself closer and took my cock in her mouth again.  She raised her ass as high in the air as she could manage.  “Oohhhhhh,” Cat yelled as Dave entered her back door.  It wasn’t long before he was giving her his full length as she hugged my hips for support.  Turning her head to the side she ordered with a guttural growl, “Yes!  Fuck me!”

It wasn’t possible for Cat to suck me off at that point.  Her body was too taken with Dave fucking her ass.  I reached down and stroked as much of my cock as I could without punching her face, which was buried in my upper thigh.  She whimpered and moaned as Dave took her.  Cat reached down with her hand and began playing with her clitoris.  For all intents and purposes, I didn’t exist to them at that moment as they pleasured each other.  Dave’s pace built and Cat moved to match him.  Finally, with a flurry of grunts and moans, Dave exploded into Cat’s ass.  She collapsed back into my crotch, Dave still inside of her.

I stroked myself furiously with one hand and grabbed Cat by the hair with the other.  “I’m gonna come,” I whispered loudly.  Cat moved to flick the head of my cock with her tongue as I stroked the base.  As I started coming, she took the tip in her mouth, my come simultaneously shooting into her mouth and leaking back onto my cock.  When I finished coming, she cleaned my cock. I had never had a woman be so open to that before. Things I would have had to beg the women I’d been with before to do; Cat was eagerly doing on her own accord. She giggled as my body shuddered involuntarily with intense pleasure while she sucked my tip.  I looked to Dave and realized that he was still inside of her. 

Cat looked up at me, licking her lips, and smiled, “That was amazing.”  She kissed me and then collapsed on the bed.  Dave followed suit.  We were all exhausted and quite content to just lie in bed recovering.  Cat understandably took a quick shower before climbing back in bed. I turned the lights out and we all got as comfortable as three people in a full-sized bed could.

I had a problem, though.  I was getting hard again thinking about what just happened.  I started stroking myself.  The sounds of my breathing and masturbation filled the darkness.  I leaned into Cat and kissed her as I continued working myself to orgasm.

“I’m gonna come again,” I whispered.

“Come here,” she replied.

I quickly ambled up to feed her my cock as I came in her mouth for the second time.

“Damn, you made him come again?” Dave asked, surprised. 

“I think he made himself come,” Cat corrected.

She sucked my cock hard, making sure there wasn’t anything left.  I remember thinking, “Who is this girl?” I had never been with a woman who was this sexual.  My life had been pretty vanilla until she and Bob came along.

When Cat was done with me, I exhaled and collapsed back into bed.  She cuddled up next to me and we went to sleep.  And that, my friends, is the true, unembellished story of the first time I had sex with my friend’s wife. But it wasn’t the last. Not by any stretch.

The next day, I got a call from Bob. He sounded irritated. He didn’t waste any time getting to the point. “I hear you fucked my wife last night.”

His tone caught me off guard. I was paranoid about breaking whatever rules there were to this game. “Uh, yeah. You told me to,” I replied sheepishly.

“Ah, I’m just fuckin’ with you. How was it?”

“It was fucking amazing. You should know.”

“Cat had a good time. She really likes you.”

It felt like I was in high school, and Bob was trying to play matchmaker with this girl Cat that he knew. “Well, tell her I like her, too.”

“Tell her yourself. She’s coming over tonight after work.”

“What about Dave?”

“Nope. Just Cat.”

I needed clarification. “And you’re okay with that?”

From Bob’s tone, it sounded like that was a stupid question. I think he was genuinely irritated that time. “Uh, yeah,” he replied.

That night, Cat came to my house when I was done with work and fucked my brains out, just me and her. It was the start of a fuck fest that lasted for months. Sometimes Dave and I double teamed her, but most often, it was just me and Cat. It was glorious. She was a sex goddess. She catered to my every preference. I did my best to please her as well, but it was largely a one-way street, I think. I didn’t know what her or Bob’s motivations were at the time, and I still really don’t, but whatever they were, I was definitely the beneficiary.

After I told Cat that before her, I had never come in a woman’s mouth before and that it was my new favorite thing, she almost never let me come anywhere else. “Dinner,” she called it. Sometimes, she would just show up randomly at my house and suck my cock, asking for “dinner.” I kid you not. True story. “Cat says you have really good tasting come,” Bob would tell me later one day on the phone.  One time, she even sucked me dry while I stood next to her car in my parking lot with her in the driver’s seat. Every living room window in my apartment building looked out over that parking lot. It wasn’t even dark. It was dusk.  After I came, she showed me my load still on her tongue before she swallowed it and drove away. I remember another time; she and I were both tired and not really that into it. We decided to just hang out and watch television. But rather than just watch tv, Cat pulled my dick out and put her head in my lap. She lackadaisically stroked, sucked, and licked my cock for the entire course of a one-hour show like she was taking her time with a lollipop. When the show was over, I finally just jerked myself off onto her tongue.

Just as the newness was starting to wear off and things were getting a little routine, Bob came home for a visit. Unsurprisingly we all ended up at the bar for drinks. It felt a little strange being around him. We’d spoken on the phone, but it was the first time being in the same room with him since his wife and I had started sleeping together.  Alcohol, as usual, helped ease my anxiety. Dave being there helped, too. He seemed to have no qualms about the situation. He was my dive buddy. After a few hours, Bob suggested that we go to my apartment and have a little fun. I was still a bit nervous, but I was much more mentally prepared than I had been in my car when Pandora’s box was first cracked open.

We all went back to my place. As I’ve already explained, we lived in a resort town and that meant that friends and family from my hometown frequently came to visit, mostly for the free lodging. I only had a one-bedroom apartment, so at some point, I put a bed in my living room. I never spent any time in there, so it just seemed like the practical thing to do. Bob didn’t waste any time. As soon as we closed the door, he started making out with Cat. Within a few minutes, he had her stripped naked and she was sucking his cock. Dave and I sat in chairs in the little dining room area only a few feet away watching the whole thing. There was no music playing. No tv in the background. No talking. Just the sound of cat giving a blowjob. I have an average sized dick. Dave was a bit bigger than me. And Bob was a bit bigger than Dave. In other words, Bob was pretty well hung, and it was a joy to watch Cat take him in her mouth over and over. When Bob had enough of Cat going down on him, he pushed her gently back on the bed and reciprocated. He buried his head between her legs and made her come with his mouth in a matter of a few minutes. Then, and this is not an exaggeration, he fucked the hell out of her. They started off in missionary. Once Cat was moaning loud enough for the neighbors to hear, Bob turned her on her side facing me and Dave. I can still recall the sound of their skin slapping together and the sound of Cat’s whimpers and moans. Cat and I had fucked a lot by that point, and I had never heard her sound like that. They ended up with Cat on her knees with Bob pressing her head to the mattress as he absolutely jackhammered her from behind. Cat begged for more when she could catch her breath long enough to speak. When Bob pulled out, Cat dutifully whipped around and took him in her mouth as he finished. Dave and I sat there in silence. I almost started clapping. It was that impressive. Cat laid back on the bed and Bob invited us to take a turn with her. Dave and I looked at each other and without speaking a word understood that we each felt the same way. There was no way we could top what we had just seen. It was intimidating as hell. It would be like asking a rookie guitar player if he wanted to follow Eddie Van Halen on stage. Bob told us some time later that Cat’s feelings were hurt that we hadn’t ravaged her after Bob was done. I still feel bad about that.

All was not lost. A month or so later, Bob was back in town. Again, the four of us found ourselves at the bar. Technically, the bar we frequented was a hotel lounge. After we all had a decent buzz going, Bob let us know that he had booked a room in the hotel. We knew the bartenders pretty well by that point and there were other coworkers there that night as well, so as silly as it sounds, we agreed on a plan to avoid people seeing us all leaving together to avoid suspicion.  Bob and Cat went up to the room first. Then Dave and I separately made our exits a few minutes apart. Rather than making our way to the parking lot, we took a circuitous route to the elevator. I was the last to arrive.

Bob and Cat were already pawing at each other when I walked in the room. Dave was looking on. Correcting our mistake from before, Dave and I both had our cocks out and were jerking them almost immediately. Very shortly thereafter, Cat was on her knees on the floor with Bob, Dave, and I circled around her. Cat sucked our cocks each in turn. I distinctly remember her stopping suddenly at some point and said with a with a mixture of shock and delight, “Oh, my god. I’m surrounded by cock.”

Bob, as any good husband would do, asked, “Are you okay?”

“I’m in heaven!” Cat replied. “I just needed a second.”

She very quickly got back to letting us take turns in her mouth. I know everyone has their preferences, but for me, watching a woman suck cock is one of my all-time favorite things. And not just suck dick but suck dick in a particular way. I don’t like it when women stare up at you while they’re at it. Just before, sure. Occasionally during, okay. But staring up the whole time? No thank you. What I like is when they are on a mission. I like it when they are focused on the cock in front of them to the exclusion of the rest of you. They want your dick. In the moment, the rest of you is immaterial. In my book, that’s sexy as hell.  Basically, I love a woman who loves cock. And that is what Cat was. She went from one of us to the next, licking, sucking, and slobbering on each dick as though it was her favorite. At one point, she pulled us close together so she could alternate rapidly from one head to the other with her tongue. The visual was amazing. If I hadn’t been drunk, I would have come right there.

After she had gone down on all of us for a good while, Bob helped her up and onto the bed. Dave laid down on one side of the bed. Bob positioned Cat on her side. He grabbed her hips and started fucking her. Cat started sucking Dave’s cock. I stood at the foot of the bed jerking off to the show. Bob gradually fucked Cat harder until she came, gripping Dave’s cock and pressing it to her face, too occupied with her orgasm to keeping sucking it.  When she recovered, she got on her knees between Dave’s legs and got back to work on his shaft. Her ass was pointed directly at me, so I ambled up onto the bed and took a turn fucking her from behind while Bob watched his two friends spit roast his wife.  After I had fucked her for a while, she mounted Dave and started riding him. Bob stood up on the bed and fed her his cock, using his hands on the ceiling to keep his balance. That moment was another favorite of mine from that evening - watching Cat grind back and forth on Dave with her head turned to one side as she moaned and breathed on Bob’s cock until she’d made herself come. Honestly, my favorite thing from that night was watching Cat masterfully please two big cocks. I liked it even more than having my own cock sucked or getting to fuck. 

After Cat had come atop Dave, Bob pulled her back down to the bed and was back to spoon-fucking her while she sucked Dave’s cock again. Bob really fucked her hard, like he’d done a few weeks prior in my living room. It wasn’t long before he came, filling her with his load.  Cat just smiled and kept right on sucking Dave’s cock until he came in her mouth. A little leaked out and streamed down his shaft, which she quickly cleaned with her tongue. That was about all I could take. I think they had all forgotten about me in the heat of the moment. But when I stepped forward to the side of the bed, Dave and Bob both remembered me as Cat leaned sideways across Dave’s crotch and took my load in her mouth just after she was done with his. One of the things I loved about Cat was that she always made sure to suck and lick the tip of your cock while it was still hypersensitive. She’d do it until you were practically convulsing and physically pushing her head away. Sometimes she’d even struggle against your hand to get back to it. She got a big kick out of it. She was the champ.

After that night, Bob had to get back to school. The next several months were more of the same. I fucked Cat I don’t know how many times. Sometimes Dave and I fucked her together. I don’t know if they were fucking each other as well when I wasn’t around or not. Occasionally, Bob came back on a weekend and some combination of us would have a little adventure. We kept on that way until the end of summer. That’s when I left my job that summer and went back to school myself. But things didn’t end there…

Check back soon for Part II…

Thanks for reading! Check out my other titles available now. Links below...


Books By This Author

Cheating Wife Bundle - Volume I

The Cheating Wife Bundle Volume I includes twelve previously released titles as well as a new story available only in this bundle!

My Best Friend's Wife - Available only in Cheating Wife Bundle I

The Australians - What happens when a group of handsome Australians rent the house next door for Master's week?

Taken by My Husband's Boss (Parts I,II,& III) - The things I have to do to advance my husband's career!

Tutoring the Neighbor (Parts I, II, & III) - New to town and with nothing to do. Tutoring my next door neighbor turns out to be a great way to pass the time.

The Doctor - Somehow I managed to develop a crush on my doctor and I find it hard to hide my attraction.

The Handyman - I hired an old friend to remodel our home. I left him alone with my wife everyday while I was at work. Good idea, or no?

The Boss's Party - I married a reformed party girl. I knew I shouldn't have left her alone for too long.

My Black Neighbor - I never knew what a princess I was until my husband lost his job and we had to move into a crummy apartment. The noise from downstairs at all hours was a nuisance...until it piqued my curiosity.

In Georgia - Cucking My Husband With the Older Man Who Taught Me Everything


It had been years since I'd seen the middle-aged neighbor that I used to tease through my window every night before bed. Now we were sharing drinks with my husband in our hotel room... 

The Guest - Getting Cuked by My Wife and a Younger Man at the Beach House


I was losing my ability to keep up with my much younger wife's needs. Watching my wife cross the line in comforting her son's best friend after a breakup gave me a very naughty idea... 

Cucked by Katelyn - Part 1 of 3


My wife came camping with me on the lake I had been visiting since I was a boy. A chance encounter with a young college student led to a night that changed our marriage forever…


From Cheater to Hotwife - Getting Over My Wife's Infidelity

I caught my wife cheating with our next door neighbor. We've spent that last few months in therapy trying to work things out. We weren't making much progress until we found some common ground on which to rebuild our relationship.
---
“I want you to do it again.”

“So soon? Can you even get it up right now?”

“No. Not that.” I paused just long enough to get the courage to say it out loud. “I want you to cheat on me again.”

Lainey froze.

“You can say no, but you can’t tell me you don’t want to. I’ve seen how hot you get thinking about Kevin.” I paused again. “Not just you. Me, too.”

Her look started to soften in the face of the truth.
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